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Is world a solitary journey ? Wherever I look for company, I find myself
alone. My companions have left me. I look for thing which I do not find.

In the forest, in men, on the banks of flowing emptiness, in every place, in
every eye, I search in vain for what I seek. How many strata I shall have to
break up ? ]

[He speaks in a hoarse voice, as from the inner self, like the echo resounding from
the forest groove.]

As many as the leaves in the groove. [Listens to the waters of the Niranjana
and hears Us gur^ing sound.]

Every wavelet talks ; Niranjana spsaks mysteriously. Nature stands whis-
pering the secret message with gurgling music of the water.2 ... I cannot yet
decipher this alphabet written by the waters of the Niranjana. On the deep-
blue, eye-coloured slate of water, the wind has written its hymns : I cannot
decipher them.3

[Rises and catches the rays of the sun in his folded hands.   After a pause] .

Are the hands full or empty? The light is in the hands and yet they have
nothing in them. In the lines of my hand, the rays write something but I
cannot read it

The sun writes his message of light, filling the sky with splendour. Will
some divine seer read the world's book of destiny, and teach it to the world ? *

XIII

Nanalal has been an iconoclast in the literature. He
has claimed wide freedom in style, form, technique and
subject But he talks of elemental things and fails to create
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